But long before I had started to compare notes I hacf
begun to make my own discoveries. There was the man
who pursued me, not for ray looks, but for my brogue
shoes, and when he had overtaken me, asked me to walk
over him in them. There was the man who asked me
whether I had a pair of button boots, and when I said
no invited me down to his house in the country, where
he said he had a pair. They were much too small, but
he insisted on cramming my feet into them and button-
ing them with his own hands. "We had a quiet tea to-
gether, his eyes continually flitting to my feet, and only
afterwards did he ask me to go to bed with him, naked
except for the button boots. I could hardly walk
for a week after that experience.
I remember a little actor with a bowler hat, a
heavy watch-chain and a big moustache. He looked
far more like a detective than an actor, but when the
door of the short-time hotel shut behind us, he showed
no sign of undressing. He became suddenly very
nervous, wandered round looking at the furniture, began
to speak and checked himself. Then it came out: he
wanted me to act a little play with him. He told me
the scenario. I must pretend to be a typist on his staff
who had been caught stealing. He would upbraid me
furiously and I must apologize, break down, snivel,
swear I would never do it again, and finally fling my
arms round his neck and embrace him, when he ended
by forgiving me. The actor often came to see me, and
every time the performance had to be repeated, with
slight variations.
Much more usual were the men who liked me to
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